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The skin hung lax on his long thin hands;
No jolly host was he; For his shanks were shrunken to willow wands
And his name was Atrophy !
Dimly the travellers look'd thro' the glooms, Worn and wan was their gaze, I trow,
As the shrivell'd forms of the shadowy grooms Yoked the skeleton horses to.
They lifted their eyes to the dead, pale skies,
And above the barkless trees They saw the green verge of the pleasant earth,
And heard the roar of her seas.
They see the light of their blest firesides,
They hear each household voice: The whisper'd love of the fair young wives;
And the laugh of their rose-lipp'd boys.
The summer plains with their shining leaves,
The summer hills they see; The dark vine leaves round the rustling eaves.
And the forests, fair and free.
There came a gaunt man from the dark Inn door,
A dreadnought coat had he: His bones crack'd loud, as he stept thro' the crowd,
And his boots creak'd heavily.
Before his eyes so grim and calm
The tingling blood grew chill, As each put a farthing into his palm,
To drive them where he will.
His sockets were eyeless, but in them slept
A red infernal glow; As the cockroach crept, and the white fly leapt
About his hairless brow.